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date on them, too. I readily complied. Now and then I was asked
whether my paintings hung at the Salon. With a modest smile I
nodded and said yes. I figured out since then thai roughly speaking
every eleventh German bought a water-colour. As their sales were
over one hundred and ten, it's clear that ( must have spoken to more
than a thousand Germans. I can assert they have very little know-
ledge or feeling for art. That wouldn't he so had, hut in their
German way they believed they knew everything ahout it. After the
first few days I was compelled to tell Robert lo use more vivicl
colours because the customers objected to too much white in his
pictures. With all that white paper they must have imagined they
weren't getting their money's worth. Grey, as a colour, was taboo:
probably because it reminded them too much of their uniform.
They believed in drawing. Their favourite was I he Madeleine. I
sold about twenty Madeleines to them. Their next favourite was the
Dome des Invalidcs. Pity one couldn't paint Napoleon's tomb on
the top of the Dome. Then there was a little becoming ensemble
with Notre Dame, a tug, a barge and a bridge. That was a best-
seller too. Many of the Iluns got so enthusiastic about my painting
that they told me they would buy one of my large paintings when
they returned from England, Some of them said 'if ; most of them
only used 'when*. I used to send up silent prayers that Robert's
oil paintings should remain unsold.
They had no taste but respected art and the artist. IV didn't matter
to them that the artist was obviously poor. I received even from the
crudest private the respect any famous artist would be satisfied with
in the Western Democracies. No facetious remarks about art and
the artist compared to genuine honest work. To he candid I missed
those remarks. There were exceptions who understood modern
painting. We had a small collection for them. Of that, collection
only seven sold in six weeks.
There came one day a certain Count McUemich, the head of the
military art propaganda department; or whatever it was. lie was a
fine aristocratic-looking man, with a small black moustache, and
reminding you very much of the days before Germany started
consciously to destroy die world. Me was the fountain-head of
German co-ordinated military artistic aspirations. lie bought a
terrible water-colour of the Place de la Concorde. One of the
worst. That rather shows, I thought. Later, I found out that the
Count's real job was to buy up paintings, the work of the despised
Impressionists and post-Impressionists, and sell them abroad for the
even more despised plutocratic gold.